5 In her perfect service 


Though renowned for her sarcasm, Verna finds nothing negative 
in her own life and memories. When the chaos with Red swims in, 
she smiles and laughs at their parody of sex. 

And in the close, darkened bedroom with daylight leaking 
around the drapes, she held Maxwell at the Last and thanked him 
for his love. 

She serves her chosen Indian tribe. Service a given, not to 
be talked about. “I’m not dedicated. Just too lazy to leave.” 

Evenings with her thoughts elsewhere, she sometimes feels her 
lips moving to speak to Maxwell as purples and darkest golds 
cascade through the windy desert sky. 

“T don’t want movies, I want an up to date pharmacy. 

And another pharmacist, so I can work more with my herbs. 
That’s all I want. No castle in Spain, nor young men kissing 
various sections of me.” 


Laurel Brightest Dawn: “I’1Ll take the part about the 
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young men. They can’t never stop! They go all night!” 

“You have to get some work done.” 

“You do! You! You poor Anglo!” 

“T’ve had my man!” Where Max had often brushed his Lips, 
Verna nears her cheek with a slightly trembling finger. 

“Hey! You going soft on me?” 

“Can’t afford to. Getting money out of the elders for modern 
drugs takes somebody as hard and as stubborn as they are.” 

“Thought you was The Herbal Lady.” 

“T compound what the doctors prescribe. When I’m home here, 
I’m your herbal lady exclusively. So I’m a modern scientist, and I 
go back thousands of years too.” 


“T’m an Indian. We just go back.” 


